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masterpiece of dignity.    Eight weeks later, Gifford
died.

Lady Dufferin lies buried beside him in the church-
yard of Friern Barnet.

(3)

My own childhood impressions of Helen Lady
Dufferin, although awestruck, were somewhat con-
fused. There was the picture of the three Sheridan
sisters in the act of decorating an urn with wreaths
of flowers ; even in those days I did not regard it as
a good picture. There was a chalk drawing in the
ante-room of a lovely widow in a lace cap, which I
knew to be the portrait of my uncle's mother. There
was a volume of her collected poems and verses,
bound in light green and stamped with countless
coronets in gold. There was the whole hushed
tradition of some great bereavement associated with
Helen's Tower. And there were occasions when
visiting ladies would sing ' The Irish Emigrant' in
the saloon, and my uncle would cover his eyes with
his hand.

Yet there were also, as I have said, elements of
confusion. I was much impressed, for instance, by a
story which my uncle told me of how his mother
had ' for the space of one hour' watched Napoleon
walking in the garden. He looked immensely stout
and was wearing a huge straw hat. At the time this
story presented few difficulties, since I took it for
granted that on one occasion Napoleon had come to
stay at Clandeboye, much as Mr. Herbert Gladstone
was then doing, or Lord Londonderry. It was only at
a later stage that I came to examine this legend in a